FRENTE DE L'ESTACION DE GOYA

December lort, 1936.

/XBOUT FOUR WEEKS AGO WHEN THE ENEMY BROKE

through our lines, first at Getafe and then at Villa
Verde, I thought for a moment that all was lost,
and I was not alone in thinking so. I had seen our
scattered companies decimated by the machine-gun
fire of the low flying Heinkels. As we went by,
villages and stations were bursting into flames and
collapsing under shell-fire. Everything that stood
in the way of the Moorish cavalry was cut down
and our troops were thrown back to the bridge of
the Princesses and the bridge of the French. I
maintain that in those days it was the women who
saved Madrid. They literally chased back to the
front the men who were seeking refuge in their
homes; they themselves picked up the rifles that
had been thrown away and defended the entrance
to the town from behind hastily thrown-up barri-
cades. It soon became clear that the stampede of
the previous days could not be ascribed to cowardice
on the part of the militiamen; it bore all the
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